C A Replicacion toLamels Obiection, 


F right oꝛ reaſon, might moue you to ſpcake, 
J wold not you blaine, your malice to wꝛcake: 
Oꝛ it your iudgement, were vpught and cicane. 
pou wolde not ſo rudely conſtrue what J meant. 
Dow ſhould your folly.ſo plainly be knowne, 
If that your wildome. abꝛode were not blowne. 
vou byd me amende. whole lite you know not. 
As though that in you, there were not a ſpot. 
A tale of a tubbe, vou bzagge and you bꝛall. 
wherin you do rubbe your lelfe on the gall. 
You touch not one poynt , wherof that J waate. 
pou leape oꝛe the hedge, and ſeeith not the gate. 
I muſe what you meane to diſtant and pzeache, 
Apon a plaine ſong , ſo farre paſt your reacht. 
why Camell Jſay, wyl you ncedes be fyne, 
what wyllye be knowne fo2 a durty deuine. 
It ſeemes you are learned, palt reaſon oꝛ wyt, 
Oels you coulde not, the marke ſo well Hyt . 
pou haue ſo good laten, you can want no pewter , 
Though ve are no foole, vet you are anewter, 
You wut like a clerke . oꝛe ſcene well in Cato, 
Foꝛgettig vour name,. which Theres cals Gnato. 
tan do no leſſe, but ſhew what you are, 
Synce you ara Damell, darke dꝛeames to declare 
pour knowledge is great, your iudgement is good, 
The moſt of your (tudy.hath ben of Robyn hood 
And Beuys of Hampton and ſyꝛ Launcelct de lake, 
Hath tought you full oft, your verſes to make: 
By {weete (aint Benet, Ic werte by no foole. 
pou are not to learne, you plyde well your ĩcole. 
pour wyts are not bꝛeched, who liſt you to pꝛeeue. 
You flocke and you flout, and (nnls in your ſlecue, 
i pꝛayſe you no moꝛe. leſt you thinke J flatter. 
I muſt now retourne, to the pith of my matter. 
Dow can vou well pꝛoue, that J do enupe, 
At any eſtate, be they low oꝛ Hyc. 
Oꝛ that I ſpye fauts, in Juppiters lcate. 
why are you ſo mad, on me thus to bleate. 
It grees not, it toꝛds not. it fyts not you lay. 
That ine ſhuld fund faut, with gods that bere [way 
It plaine Dauy Ditar. with wiſe men be itiande, 
He ſpeaketh vpꝛightly. J dare tale in hande. 
wute not ſo raſhly, but J rule im pen. 
In faith you miſtake. Dauy Dicars, When. 
vou take chauke foꝛ chele , and day foꝛ darke night, 
Of like vou are ſpurblinde. oꝛ yc loke not a right: 
Pour purpoſe J kuow.yolu were in ſich care, 
A gainſt this good tyme. your purs was ful bare. 
vou thought to optaine, ſome garment oꝛ gift. 
Then dyd you muent. to make a foule ſhift. 
To flatter the Gods. ⁊ get anew tote. 
That made you to ſyng, ſo mery a note. 
vou faine me lize Judas. you thinke me not lo. 
Foꝛit J were he, then you wold me know 
J beare not the bagge. that mat you re warde. 
But yet my good wyll, J pꝛay you regarde. 
vou lay that oꝛder, would haue eche degree, 


To walke in his calling: then how may this ve. 


That vou out of frame, do blother and barke, 
Do lilli a curre dogge, at euer good warke, 


Is this the oꝛder, that Camels doo ble: 
Bitcauſe you are a beaſt, I muſt you exſcuſe: 
A Camell. a Capon. a Curre ſure by kynde. 
I map vou well call, ſynce ſo J you fynde: 
Bicauſe you haue ratled and railed to mytche. 
Now guie me good lcuc.to claw you wher ye ytch 
And it that you thinke . J cubbe you to ſoꝛc. 
Then gie me no cauſe, to ſcratch vou no moꝛc. 
Holde this fo2 terʒayn, and foꝛ a ſure thing. 
The oftcr you ſtyꝛre me, the moꝛe J wyll ſtyng. 
Dyns that you wyll needes awaken my wyttes. 
J wyllſecke foꝛ you, both ſnaffuls and bittes. 
To holde in vour head, and make you to rayne, 
And byte on the dudle, foꝛ angre and payne. 
Theu will J deuiſe foꝛ vou ſuch a burthen, 
As long as you liue, vou ſhall beare a lurden : 
A Camnclil by kinde, wyll beare moꝛe at once, 
Then.iu1.great hoꝛſes, picktout foꝛ thenonce. 
ct) oꝛe inceter foꝛ you, to be in ſome ſtable. 
To beare heany burthens, J thinke you moꝛe able 
Then being as you are, walking abode, 
pour lummes ar well made, to carye a great lode: 
All beaſtes that be made fo2 carte and tcariage. 
Shuld leane to their labour. as ma to his mariage 
with hoꝛſes and Alles, you are well atquaunted. 
Their maners in oꝛdꝛe. right wel you haue prunted 
dout ot your ſhape, ſome monſter you are. 
Bitauſe ſuch a name, to me you declare. 
pour woꝛdes and your wozkes, ar tokens right are 
You ar (ome bꝛute beaſt, in mans foꝛme ⁊ picture . 
Night happy he were, that had vou in charge, 
He ſhuld gauie moch money, to ſhew you at large 
what cauſe, oꝛ what toe, dyd trouble your inyade , 
To make vou ſecke fauts, wher non you can finde: 
pour iniſtrument iarres, your myꝛth is not [weete, 
pou play on falſe ſtrungs. which thing is bumecete 
pour care is not good, you know noſweete ſounde, 
You cannot eſpie, where faut may be founde. 


So farre out ot tune, Incuer hearde none. 


Noꝛ ſo much paſt {Hame. noꝛ yet ſo farre gone, 
As you in this tale. God ſende you toamende. 

which ſeckes to learnr ine, to bow and to bende: 
Direct well your ſteppes, by oꝛder and lyne, 

And ſclaunder me not, noꝛ no wozkes of mync. 
In all my watinges, right honeſtly Iment. 

It thei be taken, to my true entent: 
Thei ſhall bꝛeede no ſtrife, noꝛ no erroꝛ ſowe. 
when truth ſhalbe tryde, and bertue ſhall flow. 
Thus yet once to, when, againe Jreturne, 

Blcauſe that you (eeme,againlt it toſpurne, 
TIntill this long, when, do well come to paſſe, 

This wozld ſhalbe nought, + you ſhalbe an Alle ; 
Since vou doo muep, alle vicetomaintaine , 

pon ſhew that you haue, a fouſh light bꝛaine: 
God ſend you moꝛe wit, now kepe pour head warme 

On els the next winter, mat doo you ſoine harme. 
Thus here J do ende, and reſt foꝛ this tune. 

Extepte you pꝛocure me, to make anew rime. 

Fints. Quod. Thomas Churchard, 
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